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no words more; but a black line, and leaves of
blank paper. Irremediable: the miraculous hand,
that held all this theatric-machinery, suddenly quits
hold; impenetrable Time-Curtains rush down; in
the mind's eye all is again dark, void; with loud
dinning in the mind's ear, our real-phantasmagory
of St. Edmundsbury plunges into the bosom of the
Twelfth Century again, and all is over. Monks,
Abbot, Hero-worship, Government, Obedience, Cceur-
10 de-Lion and St. Edmund's Shrine, vanish like Mirza's
Vision; and there is nothing left but a mutilated
black Ruin amid green botanic expanses, and oxen,
sheep and dilettanti pasturing in their places.